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boy then,
father

just like you. One day his

"Whose father?" demanded Clarence,
with an encouraging expression of interest.

" Oieorgc Washington'^, this great man we
were telling you of. One day George Wash-
ington's father gave him a little hatchet for

a
'

"Gave who a little hatchet?" the dear
child interrupted with a gleam of bewitching
intelligence. Most men would have be-
trayed signs of impatience, but we didn't.
We know Imw to talk to children. So we
wpr.t (,\i

•'(ieor,e \'\'!.i5iiiiiirton. His
" Who i^avc him tho iittlo hatchet?"
" His father. And his father

"

" Whose father ?"

" Georce Washington's.

"

"Oh !"

"Ye°, fieoige Washington. And his
father told Ijiiii

"

"Told who?"
"Told George?"
"Oh, yes, George,"
And v:ii wont on, just as patient and as

ploo^o'i*^ v'-s yon f>orV.l inmc;?!:", Wu t"ok iir>

the story w);erc the hoy interrupted, tor avc
,

could see. That he was just crazy to hear the
j

ouil (if it. We jsaiil ;

" And he told him that "

"Who told "him what?" Clarence broke
in.

" Why, George's father told George."
"What did lie tell him ?"

"Why, that's just what I am going to tell

you. He told him "

"Who told him?"
" George's father. He "

"What for?'

"Why, so he wouldn't do what he told
him not to do. He told him "

" George told him ?" queried Clarence.
"No, his father told George "

"Oh!"
" Yes ; told him that he must be careful

with the hatchet "

" Who must be careful ?"
'

' George must.

"

'

"Oh?"
"Yes; must be careful with the hatchet

"George did."

"Oh I"
" but his father came home and saw it

the first thing, and "

"Saw the hatchet?"
"No; saw the apple tree. And he said,

' Who has cut down my favourite apple

tree?'"
" What apple tree?"
" George's father's. And everybody said

they din't know anything about it, and "

" Any thing about what ?"

"The apple tree."

"Oh !"

ai)ii v^eoiLji' c.iiiic U[j Mm L^iviu them
talking about it

"

" Heard who talking about it ?"

" Heard his father and the men.
'"

" What was they talking about ?"

" About this apple tree ?"

"What apple tree?"
" The favourite apple tree that George cut

down."
"George who?" ,

'

"George Washington."
" Oh !"

" So Gcorgo rr.ini'up ii'J

ing a()<)nt it, ami li'

" What did he cut it down for?"

heard them tallv-

ILIJ Lis little hatchet.

" What hatchet ?"
.

''

"Why, George's."
" Oh !"

" Yes ; with the hatchet, and not cut him-
self with it, or ilrop it in the cistern, or leave
it out in the grass all night. So G«orge went
round cutting every thing he could reach
with his hatchet. And at last he came to a
splendid apple tree, his father's favorite, and
cut it down, and "

" Who cut it down f

"Wliose little iiatchet."
" Why, his own, the one his father gave

him."
"Gave who?"
"Whv, George ^Vashington.

"

"Who gave it to him?''

"His father did."

"Oh!"
"So George came up and he said, ' Father,

I can not tell a lie, I '
"

" Who couldn't tell a lie ?"

"Why, Geoi e Washington. He said,
' Father, I can not tell a lie. It was

"

"His father couldn't?"
" Why no, George couldn't."
" Oh, George ? oh, yes.

'

" It was I cut down your apple tree;

I did "

" His father did ?"

" No, no; it was George said this."
" vSaid he cut his father ?"

"No, no, no; said he cut down his apple

tree."
" George's apple tree ?"

"No, no; his father's."

"Oh!"
" He Baid

"

" His father said ?"

" No, no, no; George said, ' Father, I can
not tell a lie. I did it with my little hatchet.'

And his father said, ' Noble boy, I would
nther lose a thousand trees than hare you
teU»U«."


